THE SECOND NIGHT

" Don't flourish those damned pistols in here," Water-
low interrupted savagely. " Put them away at once."

Milton reluctantly crammed the weapons back into his
hip pockets and took up Crowder's pipe from the table
to illustrate his tale.

"1 got rny back to the railings, Skipper, and I held 'em
at bay till Yanni here come round the corner, and then
I covered us both as far as the house. Didn't I, boy ? "

The bright-eyed wop nodded vigorously.

" Oh yes, sare," he affirmed. " Mr Milton run fine,
Oh, he run grand."

" Well, seeing I was running backwards and covering
'em with these," Milton said, tapping his behind proudly s
" I don't think I did run too bad."

Crowder gurgled with laughter.

" Go on, Milton, you swanker! Why, when I went
to open the door you were all doubled up like an old
woman with rheumatism."

Milton frowned gravely.

" Steady now, Mr Crowder. This isn't a comic
joke. Yanni, didn't I cover you ? Speak the truth now,
boy."

" Yes, Mr Milton, you was foist. I can't run quick
like you can since I was knocked down by that trolly-car
in Noo Yoik."

Waterlow intervened in the argument about valour.

" Have you come straight from the Tip Top, Milton ?"

" That's right, Skipper. I come away the moment I
done telephoning you about Queenie and von Dangel.
I wondered whether you'd like me to shoot 'em both in
the road, but then I thought I'd better telephone you
instead. Big grey car. Queenie Walters drove up in
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